Thanking The Rain God For The Fainting Valet 


Author: Riguel*2000 
Bands: Red Hot Chili Peppers 
Characters: Chad Smith, Josh Klinghoffer 


Relationships: M/A 


Rating: Adult 


Genre: [GenSlash] 


Updated: Wed Dec 25 2019 05:59:40 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Thanking The Rain God For The Fainting Valet 


Author's Notes: 
Hey there, my writing friend! Okay so | hope this will do for a first date from hell that is still ending well for 


our heroes.. Happy Ficmas with one of our fave pairings! 


Chad wasn't really sure what to expect of the evening. He had a good feeling about the night but it was their 
first date. He knew Josh was into him. They had been dancing around each other now for months and all the 


signs were there. 


Finally, one evening late at the studio, as they were wrapping up some recordings and it was only the two of 
them left, Chad had asked Josh if he wanted to hang out with him outside of band meetings and rehearsals. 
Josh was not a big talker and he was still a bit shy with the outside world and journalists during interviews 
but not when it was just the four of them in the studio, and not when he was talking with Chad. So when the 
younger guitarist had looked him in the eyes and asked him to “define hanging out" so he wouldn't get 
disappointed if that didn't mean what he hoped it meant, Chad knew it would be fine. Hopefully more than fine. 
He was ready to do anything he needed to not to disappoint Josh. 


For a first date, he had kept it simple. Going for a nice dinner in a place he knew well and where the noise level 
was not too high even on busy nights, so you could speak with your date. Maybe afterwards they would go 
for a coffee or a drink somewhere else, if Josh wanted to, or he could take him to Santa Monica or some 
other lively places to walk and finish the evening. Then he'd be driving him back home. Chad had gotten to know 
Josh much more since they were spending most of their time together while working on their new album, the 
first one with the band for Josh. However, Chad hadn't yet figured out if the younger man was the type to 
put out after the first date. Chad could wait of course, but he hoped he wouldn't have to. That was also part 
of the fun of first dates, trying to guess just how well it was going and how far it could go. 


Chad had picked up Josh. The drummer had noticed Josh was dressed smart for their date, which for the 
guitarist meant wearing boots, regular black slacks and an oversized white button-down shirt under a navy 
coat. He was wearing a grey t-shirt under his white shirt. Chad could see it since the shirts last few buttons 
at the bottom were undone. The slacks were not his usual baggy style. They were straight and a little short, 
leaving a big part of his ankle boots on show. Altogether, it was a little off but on purpose, like artsy chic but 
without being snobbish. That pretty much summed up Josh trying to look fancy. 


"Looking very smart tonight. Going somewhere nice?," Chad had told him when he had seen him walk out of his 
building. 


Josh looked down at himself and shrugged. "Well, you said we go for dinner downtown so | skipped the sneakers. 


| hope you're taking me to a place nice." 
‘Its very nice, and you look the part," Chad said as he held the door of his car open for Josh to step in 


Josh looked at him and smiled. He seemed surprised by Chad's old-fashioned gallantry. Sure, it was a date but 
Chad didn't strike him as that type. Josh then realized that he and Chad had only basically been around each 
other for work and music and when socializing, it was with other people around Chad was chatty and flirty 
with the ladies but Josh had not seen how he was when he was hitting on guys. 


"You're looking good too," Josh commented when Chad climbed back in the car and drove off. 


Chad had gone for his classic look. A nice pair of dark denim and a black long sleeves t-shirt and he was 


wearing one of his nicer leather jackets. 


Once they arrived at the restaurant, Chad and Josh stepped out of the car. Chad looked around waiting for the 
valet to come and take his keys. Since nobody was arriving and there was another car already parked in front 
of him and two behind with people in them waiting, he walked closer to the door. An employee from the 
restaurant was standing there with a frantic look on his face. He was talking simultaneously to his phone and a 


man standing next to him. 
"What do you mean, there is no valet service for the moment?," the man asked without hiding his irritation 


"I am deeply sorry, Sir, but this is really unexpected. We are trying our best to find a solution very quickly 


but we are already short of staff tonight due one of our employees being ill, and...” 
"What's the problem?," Chad cut in. 
"Oh, hello Sir. The valet just fainted and was taken to the ER so we are trying to find a replacement" 


"Why don't you take the car keys and go park the cars yourself instead of looking for someone to do it?," the 


other man asked the restaurant employee. 

Chad thought this must have been the owner of the car stopped in front of his. 

"Sir, | can't, | have other duties to attend to, like running the place and. 

"Valet the car is part of running the place.” 

"OF course, but.” 

Chad left the man and the restaurant employee to argue and discuss and walked back to his car. Josh was 


standing next to it, unsure about whether they had to move or someone would come and take care of the 


vehicle. 

"The valet has fainted," Chad commented. 
"That's. Dramatic," Josh said. 

Chad chuckled. 


"l'm just repeating what | was told. | don't have all the details. Anyway, tell you what, go inside, get us a drink 


at the bar. I'll go park the car somewhere else." 

Josh nodded but looked around a bit uncertain 

"Sure, but.. This is downtown Where are you going to park the car?" 
“There must be public parkings around, l'm sure." 

"Yes, but probably not close." 

"Josh, it's fine. | can walk three blocks." 

"Ok, Ill wait for you at the bar." 


Josh left Chad and walked inside where he was directed to the left for the bar area. He ordered two beers and 


sat at the counter, putting his coat on the stool next to his to keep a seat for Chad. At least, there was 
basketball to look at while waiting so Josh started to watch the game on the big screen in front of him and sip 
on his beer. 

When he realized he had almost finished drinking his beer, he checked the time on his phone. Chad was not yet 
back and it had been about half an hour he had left to go park Josh sent him a text to ask where he was. 
After ten minutes, he still hadn't received a reply back. Josh was just starting to worry when Chad walked into 
the bar and headed his way. The drummer didn't look happy but most notably, he was drenched. 

"| was starting to wonder..." Josh began but then gave Chad an apologetic look "It's raining now?" 

"How did you guess?," Chad replied. 

He grabbed the bottle of beer that was still on the counter waiting for him. 

"I'm sorry. Did you have to go far?" 

Chad sighed. 

"Not that far but | drove around for a while to see if there was any parking closer and of course, there 
aren't any, so | had to drive back to the one | had found first and park but traffic is slow and then of course 
it started raining the minute | stepped out of the parking." 

Chad took another long swig from the bottle. 


"You want me to order another one? Yours must be warm by now." 


"No, it's fine. I'll quickly go dry up whatever | can in the restroom and then we'll go to the restaurant. The 
booking was for 830 so that's just right" 


"Okay." 
Josh hoped that they had some of those air blowing machines in the restrooms so Chad could actually do 
something to get drier because paper towels wouldn't help much, apart from perhaps soaking up the wetness 


from his cap. 


A moment later, the drummer was back looking a little drier and carrying his jacket on his arm. At least, his 


t-shirt looked dry. 
"Let's go and eat. I'm hungry.’ 


"Me too," Josh said. He picked his jacket and gave one last look at the screen 


"Who's winning?,” Chad asked. 
"The Lakers," Josh said enthusiastically. 
"That explains your big grin" 


A moment later, Chad gave his name at the hostess standing at the entrance of the restaurant area and 


waited while she was checking the reservation list for their table. 
"How do you spell it?" 

Chad frowned. 

"Smith, like.. Smith. S-m-i-t-h2" 

Chad glanced at Josh. The younger guitarist tried not to chuckle. 
I'm sorry, Sir. Are you sure you booked under that name?" 

Chad looked at her confused. 

‘OF course, it's my name. Why would | book under a different one?" 
"Well, then, | am really sorry but | cannot find your booking.” 


"What do you mean you cannot find my booking? | called two weeks ago to book. I've been here many times. | 


never had any problem or forgotten bookings.” 


The young lady looked around, desperately hoping to find her supervisor or the restaurant manager to help 
her out. There was no one in sight, unfortunately. 


"Alright, give me a minute, I'll be right back," she said and then hurried inside the restaurant. 
Chad let out a sigh and turned around to look at Josh. 

"| can't believe this.” 

This time, Josh couldn't help but chuckle. 

"You didn't book online? Like you don't have a confirmation number or..?" 


"No, Josh, | called. | always call this place, they never mess up." 


Josh craned his neck to look into the restaurant's main room. It was packed. It was Friday night in LA. and this 


was a fancy place and a fancy dining area. What were the odds that they had a free table? 

Five minutes later, Chad and Josh received a major round of apologies from the restaurant manager who had 
been mortified to realize that the missing booking for Mr. Smith that his hostess was explaining to him about 
was not just any ‘Mr. Smith’, but it was Chad Smith, from the Red Hot Chili Peppers. And yet, even if he was 
so so sorry about the oversight, he couldn't kick out any of his currently dining guests to free a table, even 
for Chad Smith. 

"This is totally unusual, | can assure you, Mr. Smith. | hope you will accept our deepest apologies for this 
mistake. We will be taking care of the bill for your next dinner, this is on us. We'd love to have you come 
back." 

"Yes, okay, but I'd like to have dinner now. What do we do?" 

"I fully understand, but..." 


"Can we eat at the bar?," Josh suggested. "| saw menus on the bar counter." 


‘Oh? Huh.. OF course. It's a different menu, but obviously, we will bring you the menu of the restaurant if you 


want to eat there." 
Chad looked at Josh. 


"We're hungry and we're not gonna find a table easily at this hour anywhere else so it's probably the best, 
right?," Josh reasoned. 


"Indeed, it is a very good idea," the restaurant manager confirmed. “Sandra, please accompany Mr. Smith and 
his guest to the bar and free some space and bring the merus. | will talk to the server and explain the 
situation so they come to take their orders over there.” 

The restaurant manager turned around and gave Chad and Josh his most polite toothy smile. 

"We're so thankful for your flexibility. The dinner will of course still be on us." 

Chad rolled his eyes and followed Josh and the hostess back to the bar. 

Midway through their dinner, Chad started to laugh. 


‘lm sorry, Josh. This is not at all what | had planned." 


Josh laughed back, feeling relieved to see that the problem with their booking had not put Chad in a bad mood. 


"What did you plan?" 


"Well, not looking like a wet dog and a more cozy setting. They have nice booths at the back. Its more private. | 


wanted to make sure we could talk and not be distracted" 

"Hts not your fault. Mistakes happen 

"Yeah, but.. The stool is not comfy for sitting so long," Chad replied 

Shit, he sounded like a grumpy old guy now. Josh laughed some more and leaned towards his shoulder. 


"But bottom line, | got all dressed up to end up sitting at a bar and eating while watching a basketball game. 
Kinda like a Sunday afternoon at Flea's, huh?" 


"Il make it up to you." 

Josh took a sip from his red wine. 

"| was joking," Josh clarified. 

"| know but | was not. This is not how | wanted the evening to start." 

Chad set his fork aside and put his hand on Josh's. 

"Really. | wanted it to be nice and.. You know?" 

Josh looked at Chad's hand on his and then at the drummer's big blue eyes. 
"You wanted it to be romantic?," Josh ventured. 


"Sort of. Wooing you over dinner... Sitting face to face and making you blush with my usual not-so-subtle 


comments," Chad said. 


Josh removed his hand from Chad's loose grip and placed it on the drummer's shoulder. He leaned closer so he 


could whisper in his ear. 


"No worry. Its still early. There's the rest of the evening for you to woo me and make me blush. Looking 
forward to that," Josh said before sitting back straight and continuing to eat casually. 


Chad stared at him and then grinned. Oh, he liked that Josh. Flirty and eager.. The evening definitely had not 
started the right way but it was all beginning to look good now. 


After the complimentary dinner and drinks, Chad and Josh stepped out of the restaurant. There was a valet on 


duty now, of course. They stepped out from under the covered entrance. It was still raining, probably even 


harder than earlier. 
"Why don't you wait here? I'll get the car and pick you up. No point having both of us soaked" 
"No, I'l go with you. | wanna get wet too, out of solidarity.” 


Chad bit back an unexpected grunt. The younger man had said it as a joke but somehow Chad thought it 
sounded sexy as hell. If Josh wanted to get wet, who was he to deny him? 


‘Okay, if you want to. Straight ahead, five block down," Chad indicated, pointing at a parking sign somewhere 


down the avenue. 

They started to walk at a brisk pace to get under cover quickly. As they did so and walked side by side, going 
away from the busier part of the neighborhood that had all the bars and restaurants, Josh looked to his side 
towards Chad. The guitarist's hair was soaked already and he passed a hand in it to move it away from his 
eyes. 

"Wanna see who can get there faster?" he asked with a shit-eating grin 

"What do you mean?" 

Josh didn't reply and winked at Chad before he started to run 

"Son of a." Chad huffed. 

The drummer took off and started to chase Josh. It was out of the blue and stupid but it was fun. At least, it 
was fun for 2 minutes. Then Chad saw Josh's arms flailing in the air and he heard a curse. Chad quickly 
caught up with Josh who had fallen down on the sidewalk. 

"Fuck, Josh! Are you okay?" 

Josh winced but nodded. 

"Shit, its slippery.” 


"No kidding? But seriously, you didn't hurt yourself, did you?" 


Chad gave Josh his hand and helped him up. When he was standing again, Josh rubbed his hands on the legs of 
his pants. He moved his legs and knees and they seemed to be okay. 


"im fine. No broken bones." 


He rubbed his right hip. That felt a bit tender. He would most likely have a bruise there in a few days. 
"Your pants are ruined, though 

Chad pointed at Josh's left leg and the big tear right below the knee. 

‘Damn.. These were almost new 

Josh put his feet on a fire hydrant to look at the damage to his pants and noticed that he was bleeding 
"| think | got a cut on my knee too," he said 

Chad leaned over to look as well 

"Yeah, you're bleeding. That's not good” 

The drummer scanned his surroundings till his eyes landed on a CVS across the road 

‘Let's go there to get some stuff and take care of your knee 

Josh frowned 

"At this point, let's go to the car and get home 

"Just to clean it a bit. | want to make sure it's just a small cut and we dont have to go to the ER” 

"The ER? Come on" 

"You might need to get stitches. 

"| got my tetanus shot two years ago. m sure it's just a big scratch, Chad" 

“We'll see about that" 

Chad got his car keys from inside his jacket pocket and put them in Josh's hand They were almost at the 
parking and he thought Josh could wait for him in a dry place while he went to get what he needed at the 
pharmacy. 

"Fourth level, somewhere towards the back," he told Josh and started to cross the road, 


Josh didn't have time to protest. He shook his head and grumbled something under his breath but hurried to 
get to the parking. 


When he was sitting in Chad's car, he began to laughed by himself as he replayed the film of their date so far. 
The absence of valet and Chad who had to go park all the way here and get caught in the rain for the walk 
back to the restaurant, their booking that had mysteriously been overlooked and which led them to eat on the 
corner of the bar counter and now this, getting soaked as well on the way back to the parking and busting his 
knee. Plus these were the pants he had planned to wear to his parents big wedding anniversary party next 
month. Now he could go and buy new ores. 

Josh guessed that they would probably call it a night after all this. Frankly, he had been looking forward to 
tonight and had hoped it would be different too. He had told Chad it was fine earlier on at the bar because he 
didn't want Chad to feel bad. It was nobody's fault but it was just one of those days were things were not 
working out and Chad was probably no longer in the mood to spend cozy time with him after all this. 


Josh was sitting in the car and listening to music when the driver's door opened. Chad got in with a bag full of 
things. Josh eyed him suspiciously. 


"What did you buy?" 

"Some stuff. | don't know. | asked the guy for first aid things, when you get a cut or have a bleeding injury.” 
Josh shook his head. 

"Hts not like a have a hemorrhage or you need to perform surgery on me 

“Josh, shut up. | wasn't sure what to get: 


"l'm sorry, | didn't mean to sound annoyed. | just didn't want you to spend money on all these things | probably 
don't need." 


Chad waved his hand dismissively and turned on the roof light in the car. 


"| can do that," Josh said as he reached for the bag to see what there was in it which he could use but Chad 
kept it on his side and pushed his hand away. 


"Lemme do that. | feel bad for you. If | hadn't let you walk with me, you wouldn't have slipped." 
"Chad... If | hadn't decided to be stupid and run, | wouldn't have slipped." 

"Whatever. Turn towards me a little." 

Josh shifted in his seat and moved his left leg right next to the middle console. 


Among other things, Chad had gotten some supply to clean wounds. He poured some product on a sterile gauze 
to start with that. The tear in Josh's pants was large but not large enough to see well and easily clean the 


wound and around it so Chad put the gauze aside and first proceeded to widen the rip in his pants. He put his 
thumbs inside the rip and tore it further open. 


"Wow," Josh exclaimed when he saw Chad rip the leg of his pants. 
"What? They were ruined anyway.’ 


"Yes, but.. Next time... | don't know. Warn me?," Josh said, a bit unsure of what he was saying because 
honestly speaking, this impromptu care session was starting to turn him on and make him forget the way the 


date had gone all wrong so far. 


"Warn you?," Chad repeated as he lifted his gaze to look at Josh. "You think there will be a next time | rip off 


your clothes?," he asked with a lewd smile. 


This time Josh blushed, because he had not thought about what he had said before in that way but what 
Chad was hinting at now.. That was definitely appealing. 


Chad dabbed the gauze that had disinfectant on it on the spot where the blood had started to dry and began 
cleaning Josh's wound. Josh smacked his lips tightly together not to make any unmanly sounds but it was 
stinging and hurting. 


‘Sorry, if it hurts. You probably have a nasty bruise under this.’ 

| know. Don't worry, go ahead." 

Chad used a few gauzes to clean the skin around the wounded area. Once this was done, he could see that it 
did look like a long cut but nothing very deep. Josh would definitely be fine with a large bandaid. Chad fished 
into the CVS bag and retrieved the family pack bandaid pack he had just purchased. He took an extra large size 
one and put it on the cut. He moved back and looked at the result of his handiwork. 

"Okay, that's better, right?," he said more to himself than to Josh. 

Josh didn't reply. His heart was pounding in his chest and that was not because of the injury. Instead of talking, 
he grabbed the lapels of Chad's leather jacket and pulled him over the console for a kiss. Chad hadn't seen that 
one coming but he gladly went with it once he realized what was happening and then kissed back, groaning 
against Josh's mouth as the guitarist became more demanding. Josh parted his lips and moaned, inviting Chad 
to deepen the kiss. 

"Gosh, you're turning me on with your little doctor routine," Josh breathed out. 


| thought you'd want to go back home and never go for a drink or dinner with me again," Chad panted back. 


Somehow, that had been on Josh's mind as he had been waiting for him in the car, when he thought their date 


had gone down in flames and Chad would just want to head home on his own. Now, Josh's mind had done a U- 


turn and all he wanted to do was to feel Chad's hands on him, all over him, not just his left knee. 


"We're both soaked. Let's leave, my place," Josh said quickly before diving back and kissing Chad passionately. "| 
have a dryer," he added. 


Chad broke the kiss and pulled back He stared at the guitarist with furrowed brows. He had a dryer too. 


Everyone had one, right? Or.. "When you say you have a dryer, you mean..?" 


"| mean, let's take our clothes off to dry them and while we're naked, move on with your plan for tonight. You 


know, the part where you wanted to make me blush... 
"Oh, fuck... Yeah, sure." 


Chad gave Josh one last kiss and then started the car, thanking the rain god for the fainting valet who, 
without knowing it, made their date start all wrong but end so well. 


